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Wake Lady ! wake , wake Lady ! wake , the nightingale. 
Telle to the moon her fovelorn tale, 

Now does the hrook that’s hush’d hy day, 

As near the stream it winds it’s way. 

In murmers sweet rejoice , 

In murmers sweet rejoice . 
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The leaves hy the nightwind gently movd. 

Now whisper many a gentle word. 

And all the sweetest sounds are heard; 

Save thy sweet voice , 

Save thy sweet voice . 
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